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The  War  on  German  Trade. 
Support  Home  Industries! 
No  More  German  Poetry ! ! 

The  author — a  long-haired  youth  of  seventeen 
summers — begs  to  apologise  for  the  feebleness — 
nay,  for  the  unparalleled  futility — of  these 
effusions  and  trusts  that  the  long-suffering 
British  Public  will  again  forgive  the  aforesaid 
futility.  He  also  hopes  that  they  will  not 
criticise  overmuch  ;  enough  criticism  bein;r 
supplied  by  the  author's  family.  A  poet  is  not 
without  honour  save  in  his  own  house  and 
among  his  own  kin! 


THE  CALL  TO  ARMS. 


They  said  our  arm  was  weak  with  years  of 
ease, 

That  we  kept  not  the  bonds  that  bound  us 
tight; 

They  said  that  we  no  more  should  rule  the  seas, 
And  so  they  sought  to  challenge  our  birth- 
right. 

Wherefore  across  the  narrow  waters  rose 
A  second  mighty  navy  on  the  seas — 

A  navy  to  destroy  its  greatest  foes, 
To  wrench  the  British  Flag  from  off  the 
breeze. 

They  counted  on  our  being  rent  in  two — 
Rent  into  two  by  fratricidal  war, 

They  counted  on  the  sons  to  prove  untrue 
To  the  mother  that  bore  them  in  the  days 
before. 

So  in  the  womb  of  Time  the  foe  conceived 
Treaeh'ry,   oppression,    'gainst   the  weaker 
States, 

For  till  the  hour  came  they  had  believed 
That  England,  torn  in  two,  would  never 
wake. 

But  still  the  chain  that  bound  the  Empire  held, 
As  in  the  days  when  the  first  links  were 
wrought, 

And  message  came  from  prairie,  isle,  and  veldt: 
"We   will    uphold   the   freedom  England 
bought." 

England  !  the  Day  has  come  !  the  Dawn  is  here 
After  the  long  and  ever  deep'ning  night; 

And  what  of  the  evening  that  is  drawing  near? 
What  of  the  evening  after  this  stern  fight? 


Britons !  the  Empire  calls,  she  needs  your  help, 
Rise  up  and  strive  for  country  and  for  kin, 

For  by  your  side  will  fight  the  Lion's  whelps. 
Britons!  the  Allies'  cry  is— "To  Berlin!" 


THE  FLAG. 

I  am  the  Flag  of  England !    I  am  the  painted 
rag, 

For  which  the  English  labour,  of  which  the 

English  brag. 
I  am  as  one  they  worship,  I  claim  the  sacrifice 
Of  the  blood  of  their  finest  children— and  heavy 

is  the  price ! 
I  am  the  Flag  of  England !    Give  heed  to  what 

I  say, 

For  many  have  hearkened  not  to  me — and 

many  have  cursed  the  day. 
And  he  that  hearkened  not  to  me,  or  jested 

with  my  word, 
Or  heard  the  words  I  sent  to  him,  yet  said  he 

had  not  heard, 
I  harried  his  land  with  sword  and  steel,  I 

harried  his  land  with  fire, 
And  I  tore  his  flag  in  a  thousand  strips  as  the 

flag  of  treacherous  liar! 
I  am  the  Flag  of  England !    For  me  an  Empire 

gives 

All  that  she  has,  all  that  she  loves:  for  me  an 

Empire  lives! 
Frozen  stiff  by  the  blizzards,  torn  by  the  Arctic 

winds, 

I  led  the  way  to  the  Northern  Pole  with  the 

others  far  behind; 
And  when  I  was  overtaken  and  the  Captains 

lay  with  Death 
I  hurried  the  English  southward  ho!  with 

never  a  pause  for  breath. 


I  hurried  the   English   southward   ho!  and 

many    left  I  there 
Stiff  and  stark  by  the  cold  Boss  Sea  to  Un- 
seal and  the  Polar  bear. 
And  though  outstripped  at  the  South  Pole,  too 

(we  came  but  a  month  behind), 
Twas  I  that  had  trodden  the  pathways  for  the 

other  flags  to  find. 
I  toiled  with  Scott  in  the  last  great  race  when 

cold  and  hunger  won, 
I  cheered  him  when  the  last  hours  came  but 

ten  miles  from  One  Ton, 
And  on  the  northward  journey  when  they  hul 

from  the  blizzard's  wrath 
'Twas  I  that  came  to  Captain  Oates  to  show 

him  the  hero's  path. 
I  came  into  the  darkened  tent  and  none  of 

them  saw,  but  he 
(To  him  the  English  cross  appeared  as  a  Cross 

at  Calvary), 
And  though  the  Captains  all  said,  "Stay/ 

they  knew  that  he  must  go, 
And  he  rose  and  stumbled  after  me  unto  the 

endless  snow. 
There  I  left  him,  stiff  and  numb,  to  the  bliz- 
zard's deathly  kiss — 
A  hero-gentleman  beneath  the  Aurora  Aus- 

tralis ! 

They  reared  a  cross  above  his  grave  on  which 
the  writing  ran : 

"  Hereabouts  there  died  a  very  gallant  gentle- 
man." 

I  sailed  with  Drake  when  the  cry  rang  out, 

"Yo-ho,  for  the  Spanish  Main  I" 
I  ha'  sailed  with  many  a  gallant  ship  that 

never  returned  again. 
I  have  ruled  the  seas  for  a  thousand  years  and 

grinned  at  the  other  rags 
That  dared  to  think  they  could  take  the  sea 

from  the  rule  of  the  English  Flag ! 


O,  who  are  there  on  the  seas  to-day  that  dare 

to  come  to  me 
To  wrench  me  down  from  the  topmost  mast 

and  turn  and  rule  the  sea? 
Let  them  come!    I  ha'ships  and  guns  and 

hearts  as  firm  and  true, 
As  the  hearts  that  sailed  in  the  days  of  old 

to  see  the  Old  Flag  through! 
And  ever  I  lead  the  English  forth  that  jest  in 

the  face  of  Death, 
That  toil  like  slaves  while  the  sand  still  runs 

and  laugh  with  their  dying  breath ! 
That  toil  like  slaves  while  the  sand  still  runs 

with  never  a  pause  to  think, 
And  spend  their  all  when  the  work  is  done  for 

the  sake  of  a  row  and  a  drink ! 
Boys  they  are  all,  these  Englishfolk,  that  laugh 

and  jest  and  "  rag." 
Yet  every  year  with  every  tide  they  die  for 

the  English  Flag. 
With  a  grumble,  a  curse,  a  laugh  and  a  song, 

the  English  work  their  tasks, 
But  great  is  the  love  and  great  are  the  hearts 

that  lie  beneath  these  masks. 
"They  are  mad!"  the  Nations  say,  but  little 

they  know  the  joys, 
Hidden  to  all  but  the  Englishfolk  to  turn  them 

into  boys! 

I  am  the  Flag  of  England !   I  am  the  painted 
rag, 

For  which  the  English  labour,  of  which  the 

English  brag. 
I  am  as  one  they  worship,  I  claim  the  sacrifice 
Of  the  blood  of  their  finest  children— and 

heavy  is  the  price! 
I  am  the  Flag  of  England!    For  me  an  Empire 

gives, 

All  that  she  has,  all  that  she  loves :  for  me  aii 
Empire  lives! 


THE  RAINBOW. 


(It  is  said  that  at  the  foot  of  the  rainbow 
golden  key  to  open  the  doors  of  fairylan 
may  be  found.) 
I'd  given  my  heart  to  a  maiden  gay 
(In  fact  she'd  stolen  it  right  away), 
And  I  often  wondered  when  life  seemed  blaeJ 
If  I  should  ever  get  it  back. 

For  I  was  much  afraid  that  she 

Was  not  at  all  in  love  with  me! 

YVhich  must  have  made  her  extremely  glad, 

Though  it  made  me  extremely  sad. 

I  built  a  tomb  in  a  garden  bed, 
On  which  the  mournful  writing  read : 
"  In  Memorian :  My  Heart. 
Reward  for  either  whole  or  part." 

My  love  was  dark  and  my  love  was  tall, 
The  dearest  creature — beloved  by  all — 
With  dancing  eyes  (and  oh!  so  blue!) 
That  seemed  to  look  you  through  and  through 

Whenever  we  met  in  the  train 
I  vowed  that  we  should  meet  again, 
And  ever  cherished  hope  that  she 
Would  someday  fall  in  love  with  me. 

But  when  we  met  she'd  toss  her  head, 
And  make  me  wish  that  I  were  dead. 
Though  sometimes  with  her  laughing  eyes, 
She  gave  me  looks  a  King  would  prize ! 

One  day  I  saw  a  rainbow  gay, 
Decking  the  sky  with  its  bright  array; 
And  the  end  was  near  to  Longmynd  Hill, 
Where  the  horses  flag  and  the  huntsmen  kill. 


Where  the  fairies  dance  through  the  summer 
nights, 

In  the  fairy  rings  by  the  moonbeams'  light. 
And  the  ghostly  sires  of  you  and  me 
Come  to  look  at  the  old  county. 

O,  my  eyes  were  filled  with  a  thousand  tears, 
At  the  thought  of  the  love  that  was  in  arrears^ 
Yet — the  rainbow  was  saying  to  me,  "Come!" 
And— it  rested  upon  the  maiden's  home!! 

So  I  set  out  for  fairyland; 
And  when  her  home  was  near  at  hand, 
I  cast  my  shoes  to  the  fields  around, 
Saying,  "  This  is  holy  ground !" 

I  came  to  the  foot  and  I  found  the  key, 
I  asked  her  a  question,  and  she  said,  "Oui!" 
And  on  her  hand  which  was  white  as  snow, 
I  placed  a  tiny  gold  rainbow! 

I  took  the  key  in  both  my  hands, 

And  opened  the  doors  of  fairyland ; 

And  from  half-past  four  till  half-past  seven 

Longmynd  Hill  was  turned  to  heaven ! 

We  lay  on  the  hillside  in  the  sun, 
And  thought  we  saw  the  fairies  come 
From  the  fairy  glens  on  either  hand, 
To  the  King  and  Queen  of  fairyland. 

I  laid  my  head  in  her  rich  brown  hair 
(And  oh!  the  world  seemed  wondrous  fair!) 
And  I  felt  a  briny  drop  come  splash ! 
Upon  my  lips  from  my  lover's  eyelash! 

But  what  we  said  and  did,  I  fear, 
It  is  not  right  that  you  should  hear; 
For  sometimes  she  slipped  on  the  heather, 
And  sometimes  we  slipped  both  together! 


And  once  or  twice  when  her  foot  slipped, 

We  were  so  close  we  almost  k  d ! ! 

But  hush !  it  is  not  right  to  say. 
What  we  two  did  that  happy  day. 

And  oh !  we  had  a  jolly  time, 

On  Longmynd  Hill  on  the  downward  climb, 

And  when  the  hour  came  to  depart, 

I  knew  that  I  had  got  a  heart! 

When  I  reached  home  I  sought  the  tomb, 
And  pulled  it  down  that  I  might  make  room 
To  plant  a  root  in  that  favourite  spot — 
A  little  root  of  Forget-me-not ! 

I  had  taken  the  key  in  both  my  hands, 
And  opened  the  doors  of  fairyland! 
O,  she,  of  course,  was  the  golden  key, 
And  he  that  found  it — that  was  me! 


THE  BALLY  OF  THE  EMPIRE. 


War! 

From  land  to  land  the  silent  message  runs : 
"Rise  up  and  meet  the  enemy — the  Huns! 
"Rise  for  the  freedom  England  bought 
"Before  ths  Imperial  chain  was  wrought." 
Swiftly  they  take  it  north  and  south 
By  foam-fleck'd  horse  till  every  mouth 
From  the  Chitral  heights  to  the  unbuilt  Yass, 
From  the  Kicking  Horse  to  the  Kyber  Pass, 
From  the  Great  Karroo  to  Grinnell  Land, 
Says :  "There  is  war !"  on  either  hand. 
And  the  Sons  of  the  South  unsheathe  their 
swords 

To  aght  for  their  Chief— the  Great  White  Lord, 
And  from  far  away  by  Dawson  town 


The  Sons  of  the  Golden  West  come  down. 
From  the  lumber  camp  and  the  harvest  field, 
From  the  gathering  in  of  the  golden  yield 
They  travel  by  day  and  they  travel  by  night, 
Jiy  the  sun  and  the  harvest  moon's  rich  light. 
With  foaming  horses  and  tightened  girth 
To  fight  for  the  Motherland— Laud  of  Birth, 
To  fight  for  the  freedom  England  bought 
Before  the  Imperial  chain  was  wrought. 
And  those  who  cannot  fight  have  sent 
Their  monies  and  heirlooms  to  be  spent 
On  horses  and  transports  and  guns  and  stores 
And  all  the  accoutrements  of  wars. 
From  Ottawa,  Sidney,  and  Delhi  town 
The  camels  and  mules  and  boats  come  down, 
bonded  with  riches  and  loaded  with  corn 
To  feed  the  sons  who  are  townsmen  born, 
And  who  make  the  shrapnel  and  make  the  gun 
For  the  khaki  lines  to  defeat  the  Huns. 
From  Western  homestead  and  East  Durbar 
Come  words  of  loyalty,  words  of  war, 
Promise  of  men,  and  promise  of  store. 

Through  the  Yellow  Head  and  the  Eagle  Pass 
From  the  Barrier  Reef  and  the  prairie  grass. 
From  Broken  Hill  to  MedVne  Hat 
May  be  heard  the  tramp  of  the  armies  that 
From  the  Sunlit  South,  from  the  Frozen  North 
To  the  plains  of  Europe  are  trooping  forth. 
Veiled  East  and  Golden  West 
Alike  are  sending  of  their  best 
To  fight  for  the  freedom  England  bought 
Before  the  Imperial  chain  was  wrought. 
To  fight  for  freedom  with  sword  and  lunco 
Among  the  vines  and  fields  of  France. 
And  soon  shall  the  enemy  turn  and  flee 
At  the  charge  of  the  Rajput  Cavalry, 
And  soon  shall  the  soil  of  France  be  red 
With  the  blood  of  Sikhs  by  a  Rajah  led. 
Gurkha,  Pathau,  and  Punjab  born 


Shall  fight  with  the  Sons  of  the  Golden  Coin '. 

And  men  from  the  edge  of  the  Northern  Pack 

Shall  fight  by  the  side  of  their  brother  Black  ! 

Maharajahs  and  Rajahs'  sons 

Flock  to  the  West  to  oppose  the  Huns! 

And  East  and  West  shall  meet  at  last 

Till  the  despot  King  be  ovorcast, 

Till  the  reign  of  blood  and  steel  is  o'er 

And  a  tyrant  rules  in  the  land  no  more. 

From  north  and  south  and  east  and  west 

The  sons  are  sending  of  their  best 

To  fight  for  the  freedom  England  bought 

Before  the  Imperial  chain  was  wrought. 

From  the  river  side  and  the  mountain  pass, 
From  the  coral  reef  and  the  jungle  grass, 
From  end  to  end  of  the  flawless  chain 
Our  peoples  chant  the  same  refrain : 
That  never  again  shall  a  tyrant  King 
Oppress  the  weaker  States  and  fling 
The  greatest  Lands  into  needless  war. 
And  this  they  shall  prove  with  sword  and 
lance 

When  the  Eastern  chargers  snort  and  prance. 
And  East  meets  West  on  the  plains  of  France. 


THE  BRITISH  FLAG. 

The  British  Flag  is  British  yet, 

And  still  it  rules  the  seas; 
And  still  it  flies  'neath  the  howling  skies, 

And  floats  on  the  evening  bretze; 
And  still  it  sails  from  the  Empire's  ports 

To  weather  the  further  seas. 


Chorus — 

Then  here's  to  the  Flag  of  the  British, 

And  here's  to  the  Old  Country  too; 
And  here's  to  the  lands  we  are  bound  to  by 
bands 

That  are  known  as  the  rod,  white,  and  blue ! 

You'll  see  our  Flag  fly  up  aloft 

Wherever  the  oceans  roll : 
You'll  see  it  north  where  the  Arctic  wrath 

Demands  its  fearful  toll; 
You'll  see  it  south  at  the  coral  reef, 

Where  the  lazy  billows  roll. 

Then  here's,  etc., 

It's  over  the  gate  of  the  Golden  West, 

And  under  the  Eastern  sky, 
And  'way  to  the  Pole  where  the  icebergs  toll, 

And  our  silent  Captains  lie. 
O,  it's  north  and  it's  south  and  it's  east  and 
it's-  west, 

And  it's  under  every  sky, 
And  there's  fear  of  God  and  love  of  men 

Where  you  see  the  Old  Flag  fly; 
There's  fear  of  God  and  love  of  God 

Where  you  see  the  Old  Flag  fly. 

Then  here's,  etc., 


ENGLAND'S  DEAD. 

They  asked  me,  "Where  are  England's  Dead, 

And  where  do  your  Heroes  lie?" 
And  the  Winds  of  God  brought  answer, 

As  they  whirled  through  the  lowering  sky; 


"  They  lie  beyond  the  outer  seas, 

North  of  the  northern  lands, 
And  south  they  lie  'neath  the  Southern  Cross, 

White  on  the  golden  sands. 
East  in  the  rotting  jungle, 

West  on  the  mountain's  side; 
And  year  by  year  the  sons  come  home. 

Stark  on  the  inward  tide." 


For  some  have  died  by  shipwreck, 

And  some  at  a  traitor's  hand ; 
And  some  have  died  for  the  Mother's  King, 

Far  from  the  Motherland. 
Some  have  died  for  their  country, 

As  they  put  the  foe  to  rout; 
And  some  have  died  by  a  coward  shot, 

When  their  cartridges  ran  out. 
And  many  have  died  for  a  woman, 

While  some  by  the  frozen  tide 
Have  walked  to  death  for  their  brothers, 

Have  gone  forth  alone — and  died. 
Yet  some  (I  say  it  plainly) 

Have  died  for  the  greed  of  gold; 
And  some  have  died  as  our  fathers  died 

In  the  famous  days  of  old. 

And,  year  by  year,  the  sons  go  forth, 

And  sail  on  the  four  winds'  breath, 
And  north  and  south,  and  east  and  west. 

They  battle  alone  with  Death. 
For  still  we've  Wellingtons,  Gordons,  Clives, 

Raleighs,  Rodneys,  and  Drakes, 
And  Franklins  by  the  Southern  I'ack, 

Who've  died  for  England's  sake. 
And  year  by  year  the  sons  go  forth, 

And  sail  on  the  four  winds'  breath, 
And,  year  by  year,  the  toll  is  paid. 

At  the  gates  of  Time  and  Death. 


THE  GREENHORN. 


Ure  the  morning  mists  had  gathered 
From  the  valleys  filled  with  corn, 

1  roamed  down  a  little  byway, 
Ere  the  noisy  day  was  born. 

Sought  a  little  lonely  coppice, 
Where  I  lay  upon  the  brink 

Of  a  little  rocky  brooklet- 
There  I  lay  to  dream  and  think. 

Thought  of  kings  and  thought  of  kingdoms, 
Dreamt  of  empires  yet  to  be, 

Thought  of  all  the  new-made  Englands 
Rising  up  across  the  sea 

Spoke  aloud  of  empire  builders- 
Men  who'd  fought  the  world  and  won— 

Thought  of  all  the  things  they'd  found  out. 
Thought  of  all  the  things  they'd  done. 


Came  a  whisper  down  the  coppice- 
Very  softly,  very  clear- 
Saying,  "Waste  not  all  thy  talents 

Dreaming  dreams  and  thinking  here. 
Sail  across  the  waters  unto 

Where  new  fields  are  to  be  sown; 
Though  the  days  are  long  and  dreary, 
Thou  shalt  never  be  alone. 

Then  I  asked  the  voice  that  whispered, 

"What  is  it  that  I  shall  gain?" 
And  the  answer  came  with  laughter, 

"  What  is  it  that  thou  wilt  gain  ? 
Thou  wilt  gain  a  great  home  sickness. 

Cursings,  sweat  and  heavy  heart  j 
But  as  all  these  things  come  on  thee, 

Thou  wilt  learn  to  do  thy  part." 


Thtn  I  asked,  "Where  are  these  countries. 

Where  the  harvests  are  to  be?" 
And  the  voice  laughed  loud  and  answered, 

"  Get  an  atlas  down  and  see. 
Coloured  red  in  every  atlas — 

North  and  south  and  east  and  west— 
Kanged  around  the  little  island 

That  the  sowers  love  the  best. 
Lands  they  are  of  drought  and  blizzards, 

Lands  of  "will"  and  "do"  and  "can," 
That  flog  you  hard  and  knock  you  down 

And  teach  you  how  to  be  a  MAN." 

*  *  *  »  . 

Sought  a  little  rocky  canyon, 

Where  I  sat  and  dreamt  of  home. 
Thought  of  kings  and  thought  of  kingdoms, 
^  Cursed  the  day  I  thought  to  roam. 
Cursed  the  hour  I  heard  the  whisper- 
When  I  took  the  atlas  down- 
Cursed  the  day  I  booked  a  passage 
For  the  West  and  Moose  Jaw  town. 

I  was  in  the  land  of  "  sometime," 

Land  of  "  can't  "  and  "  won't  "  and  "  damn  ; 
I  was  in  the  land  that  teaches 

A  greenhorn  to  be  a  MAN. 
I  was  learning  very  slowly 

What  the  empire-builders  knew 
In  the  lands  beyond  the  morning 

There's  but  "  will "  and  "  can  "  and  "  do." 

Came  a  whisper  down  the  canyon, 

Saying  to  me,  "Stick  it  out!" 
When  the  fight  is  nearly  over, 

See  thou  turn  it  not  to  rout." 
Thought  of  hardy  empire-builders, 

Thought  of  nations  yet  to  be; 
Cursed  myself  for  ever  slacking, 

Thought  of  home  and  the  Old  Country. 


Long  years  after  in  the  coppice, 

I  lay  down  beside  the  stream 
To  think  of  empires,  kings,  and  kingdoms, 

All  the  wondrous  things  I'd  seen. 
Came  the  whisper  close  beside  me 

"Thou  has  learnt  there  is  but  "can;" 
After  all  the  sweat  and  cursings, 

Thou  has  learnt  to  be  a  MAN." 
I  had  sowed  and  I  had  harrowed, 

Now  I  reaped  what  I  had  sown, 
And  through  all  the  days  of  labour 

I  had  never  been  alone. 
I  am  sailing  on  the  morrow, 

For  the  lands  beyond  the  sea, 
I  have  heard  the  voices  calling 

From  the  shores  where  I  would  be. 


There  are  two  things  I  long  to  have, 

All  other  things  above; 
The  first  is  a  friendship  firm  and  true, 

And  the  second  a  maiden's  love. 

Though  I  have  gay  companions, 

Ever  the  years  seem  black, 
And  ever  the  tears  come  welling  up, 

Though  I  would  keep  them  back. 

And  ever  I  long  for  a  maiden's  love, 

But  ever  'tis  I  must  ride; 
Tossed  about   by   the   winds  of  hate, 

On  a  hopeless,  loveless  tide. 


